MODERN TRAVEL

a brush with about three hairs left on it. These things
are typical of the transition stage through which the
Soviet Union is passing, a transition often too abrupt
for the Russian mind fully to adapt itself to it.

In places where the snow-ploughs could not reach
they used a portable furnace with a big hopper on top.
Into this the snow was shovelled till it melted and ran
down the nearest drain.

The general appearance of the people in the Moscow
streets was dull; good clothes were very rare and those
they had were usually in dark colours. The best-
dressed and, for the most part, by far the most alert and
efficient-looking people I saw were the Red Army
officers.

The women usually wore greys and blacks in the
winter, but some white and brightly coloured frocks
were to be seen, especially in the park, in the summer.
I never saw anyone wearing jewellery, but cosmetics
had come on to the market during the last few years.
These latter were, at that time, being rather indis-
criminately used, but they will probably learn in time,
as they are beginning to do in industry, that quality
is more important than quantity.

In the centre of the city is the Kremlin, a great
triangular " city within a city," surrounded by for-
bidding high walls, but from across the river can be
seen green lawns and the spires of countless chapels.
Here live Stalin and most of the other members of the
inner circle of commissars and high officials. It is the
nerve-centre from which the vast Soviet Union is ruled
with a grip more absolute than any Tsar has ever held.
Gould those walls but speak, what ardent controversies
they could solve.

Of the three half-mile walls of the Kremlin, one runs
along the bank of the river Moskva, another is flanked
by open spaces, museums, and Academies, and the third
faces on to the famous Red Square and across that to the
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